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and we settled down to rest. Nikolai sat in the driver's
seat and fell asleep. The film star put her head on my
shoulder and went all limp. Two hours passed. It
seemed ample time for the Opal to have fetphed some
petrol for us. I had visions of the Agronomist and Cupidon
still at the dinner table, or under it. So we awoke Nikolai
and sent him back on foot to find the Opal. It was about
ten o'clock.
Shortly afterwards the Opal came. The delay was easily
explained. The radiator had fallen off. Sure enough, the
bonnet and part of the radiator were in the back and the
engine was naked. They had the petrol, in an enormous
glass bottle. But no Nikolai.
' Didn't you meet Nikolai?', I said. * I sent him to find
you?'
* Yes,* they answered * we told him to stand on the back
bumper bar. But he must have fallen off': .and they
looked behind to make sure.
Nikolai appeared a few minutes later. He had fallen off,
but he was quite cheerful. With a rubber tube we pro-
ceeded to siphon the petrol into the Buick's tank. In the
middle of this operation Nikolai, who was holding the
tube, lit a cigarette. I rushed across to him and told him
to put it out. ' Don't worry', he said quite calmly, * this
is Soviet petrol. It's so bad it doesn't burn.'
With petrol in the tank we became more cheerful, and we
set off again. The driver of the Opal had a theory that he
should compensate for the lack of a radiator by driving
fast to make a draught. So he and Cupidon went on
ahead and we saw no more of them. We ambled along at
twenty-five miles an hour, because Nikolai still thought
the oil wasn't working. About 10.45, on the main road
but still in the remote country: bump—bump—bump, a
burst tyre.
We drew into the side of the road, Nikolai got out,
looked at the wheel in silence, and said: * Unfortunately I
mve no spare wheel.'

